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SCENE, Arcadia. 


DRAMATIC ROMANCE. 


ACT 1 
SCENE, UxcanDda's Palace. 


Fnter MERLIN and URGANDA.. 


Urg. _ T hear me, Merlin, I beſeech you; hear” 


Mer. rg you! Ihave heard you—for 
have heard your vows, your proteſtations 
you not allur'd my affeQions 6 female art 
and when I thought that my unalterable e | 
was to be rewarded for its conſtancy What have 
you done ?— Why, like mere mortal woman, in the 
true ſpirit of frailty, have given oy me and m 


hopes — for what ?—a boy, an 
B 3 Urg. Ewa 


= 
* 
= 


rg. You miſtake me, Merlin; pity for Cymon's. 
of mind, and friendſhip. for his father, have 
induced me to endeavour at his cure. 


prince 

him here by your 
_ z hundred knights are in fearch- after 
him ?—Does not every thing about you prove the 
of your want of honour and faith to 


. And are not at laſt, 
from their — of 38 
of care, vice, and folly! Their once happy 
vanity, 
and inconſtancy; who are they to 
pee fer this change? Urganda, the loſt Urganda. 


* 


AIX. 


p 
I 


7 
»if + 


Still wiſh and fegh, and wiſh again, 

Love 22. Revenge Hall reig = / 

Still ſpall my pow'r your arts 

And CyYwon's CURE SHALL BY Une Aa 
WOUND. [Exit Merlin. 


Urg. * fad Cymon's cure ſhalt be Urganda's 
wound / What myftery is couch d in theſe words? 
— What can he mean ? 


Fat. I'll tell you, Madam, when he is out of 
means miſchief, and terrible miſchief 
too; no leſs, I believe, than raviſhing you, and 


cutting out—1 wiſh we were out of his 
my tongue 


Urg. Don't fear, Fatima. 
. I can't help it, he has great power, and is 
angry. 


Urg. 


8 e Y M ON 


Urg. Here is protection (ſbewin 
wand.) My pover is at leaf equal to hiv 


muſes.) And C be U 
( yes.) ymon's cure ſball rganda's 


Fat. Don't trouble your head with theſe odd 
ends of verſes, which were ſpoke in = paſſion ; or, 
perhaps, for the rhyme's ſake.— Think a little. to 
clear us from this oſd miſchief-making conjurer— 
What will you do, madam? 

 Urg. What can I do, Fatima? 

Fat. You might very eaſily fettle matters with 
him, if you cou'd = po ſerile * em with yourſelf. 

Urg. Tel me how? "ORR | 

Fat. Marry Merlin, and away the young 
fellow. (Urrands ſbakes ber bead.) * thought ſo 


ve are all alike, and that folly of ours in prefer- | 


ting two-and-twenty to two-and-forty, runs thro? 
the whole ſex of us—but, before matters grow 
worſe, give me leave to reaſon a little with you, 
madam— 


Urg. I am in love, Fatima, (ſigbing) 

Fat. And poor reafon may ſtay at home—me ex- 
aAly |—Ay, ay, we are all alike—but with this 
- difference, madam— your paſſion is ſurely a ſtrange 
ene——you have ſtolen away this young man; who, 
bating his youth and figure, has not one ſingle cir- 
cumſtance to create affeftion about him. He is half 
an idiot, madam, which is no great compliment to 

wiſdom, your or your power. 
8 I delle t them _—_ — — 
Reve my paſſion, or create one where would have 


AIX. 


10 C.Y M O N. 
Urg. He ſeems melancholy : what's the matter 
with him ? 


Fat. He's 3 fool, or he might make himſelf very 
merry among u -In leave you to make the moſhof 


him.— 
Urg. Stay, Fatima —and help me to divert him. 
lady muſt call in help to. 


Fat. A fad time, when a 
divert her gallant but I'm at your ſervice. — 


URG AND A. 


AIX. 
Hither, all my ſpirits, bend, 
With your magic powers attend, 

Raiſe bis . 
s makes the heart unkind. 
Enter Cymon melanc holy. — 
What do for? —Heigho! ( igbing.) 
1 I 1 
| 2 C 1 
= . eres | 
rg. Why do you ſigh then? | 
Cym. Eh! (leaks fle.) | 
Fat. Do you fee it in his eyes, now, madam ? A 


Urg. Prithee, be quiet—Wohat is it you want? 
| tell me, Cymon—Tell me your wiſhes, and you | 


ſhall have em. 

4 _—_ I? 8 

rg. Yes, indeed, Cymon. 

Fat. Now, for it— | 
Om. I wiſh—heigho! 

rg. Theſe fighs muſt mean ſomething. . | 


Fat. 


4 Wit vols you leave me then ? 
don't know. 


* OTE any where, than ſtay with 


rg. But you can't love me, if you would leave 
me, Cymon. 

Cym. Love you! what's that? 

Urg. 9 In your heart, 
4 Ves, I do. 

E it ? 


don't know. 
Si Vw — 1 6. 


Urg. Will you love me, {1kt you an? 
2 Any thing, if you'll let me go pray let me 


2 
1 
Ut 


. They 
Then 


. 
i 


1 
F 


. 
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Then be mop'd, and be pin d, 
That bis wings were confin'd, 
| Fil I oje's the th der of bis den; 
Then fo merry was he, 


 Ung. you 
Cym. Yes, I woukd—t have to where elſe to ge. 
Fab. Let him have his hamour— when he is not 


1 — — — | 
mould as you pleaſe.— Tis a receipt 
for the whole fex. 108 


Ury. Tu follow your advice—Well, Cymon, vou 
ſhail go wherever you pleaſe, and for as long =s you | 
> and Pit bring you a bind neſt, and 
halt 1 tet my kavet out too? 


— £0, ay, pretty creatures 3 pray, let em go 


DD N 


* 1 
Tho? it won't give paſſion, © will encreale. K. if 


Cym. "Then I'm out of my cage, and ſhall mope | 
no longer. 

Urg. His tranſports diſtract me !—I muſt retire 
to conceal my uneaſineſs. (Retives.) 
Fat. And I'll open the gate to the priſoners. [ Exit. 
Cym. And Pl fetch my bird, 2 


AIR 


+» 66 #0 ==” 


T 57 ms © 


—_— — 


= Fi." 


2 


id hr wot wie enough 10 Er bn un. 6, 


CT M O N. 


AIX 


Ob liberty, liberty ! dear liberty / 
Nathing*s like thee 


ACT I 
SCENE, 4 Rural Proe. 
Shep. HAT to be left and forſaken! 
1. Wir u d e and 
ſame vows to another, almoſt before my face: 1 
can't bear it, and I won't! 
2d Shep. Wikhh hab. yo. Tia, — 
incla's to bear theſe ; and if my 


ſwam had been faithlefs too, ſhould have been 
. 


Akne nt th 5 nl 
in 2 little miſchief F 5 


- peu rog 

yet * no, power 
in love-matters; know, notwithſtanding 
charms, and ber ſp ſhe is in love with 4 


51 


f 1 
: I 
43 | 
$248 11 
12550 11 
1 7 ET 
Es 1115 10 Baan it 1117 | 


1 
of the is always ' 
— i you „ 


Lin. What, my girls of ten thouſand ! I was this 
moment defying love and all his miſchief, and 


are ſent in the nick by him, to try my : 
Pm above temptation, or deed N- down, 
and all bis arrows fly over me. | 


A I R. 


Care flies from the lad that is merry, 
Whoſe beart is as found oath 
And cheeks are as round, 1 
As round, and as red as @ cherry.  _ 


yf Sbep. What, are you always thus? s, = 
nc. Ay, or Heav'n help me ! What would you 
have me to do as you do---walking with arms 
ng by the brook kde among 
fye for ſhame, lafſes! Young - 


bo, Is, la! 


Io, E. be, ba? 
cas. r reach me. 
} 


— 


2 


* 
— . 
© % 
* 
as < | 


1 "Bow att ; 


Ry the ſad willow tree > 
mirth be brim full, 

run. over like me. 

Fer with fal, la, la, la“ 
And ba, ba, ba, Ba 


Run, over like me... 
Off Sep. It won't do! 
Lin. Then you. are far gone, indeed. 


And as 1.can't cure my love, Pll res 


20 C YM ON. 
3 My ſhepherd! what does the fool - 


2d Shep. Her Damon! I make her to know 

—@ wicked flut ! a vile fellow—come ſiſter, Pm 

ready to go with yeu—we'll give her her own— 

if our old governor continues to caſt a ſheep's eye at 

me, I'll have her turn's out of Arcadia, I warrant 

"If Step. This is ſome comfort however, ha, 
! 


2d Very well, ſiſter! you may laugh, 
if you perhaps it is too ſoon—Linco 
| be miſtaken; it may be your Dorilas that was 


every fool of the pariſh but Linco, and he, 
With fat, la, la! 
Amd ba, ba, ba! 


1/# Shep. I can't bear to fee him ſo merry, 
when I am fo miſerable. [Extt. 
2d Shep. There is ſome ſatisfaction in ſeeing 
one's fiſter as miſerable as one's (elf. [Exit. 
Lin. Ha, ha, ha!—O how the pretty ſweet tem- 
Per d creatures are ruffled. | 


AIR 
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| AI X. 
This love puts them all in commotian, 
For preach wwhet you with 
They cannot be fill, 
No more than the wind or the ecean. [Exit. 


SCENE changes te « rural profpedt. 
Sylvia diſcover”d, tying upon a bank. 
Enter Merlin. | 
Mer. - "og ſucceeds—which hither has con- 


vey 

To catch the eye of Cymon, this ſweet maid. 

wr OT clear the miſts which cloud his 
— mi bh 


Her yet cold heart, with 
Melt, as he melts, and give him Love for Love. 


N. 
is ſomething dropꝰd 


o 


la . 

from : 

dead, 

about t 

leave here. 
(Lays bis beart and Agb.) I don't 
know the matter with me.—1 wiſh it would 
wake, that I might ſee 5 it ſhould look 
gentle, and ſmile upon me, I thould be glad to play 
with it—Ay, ay, there's ſomething now in my 
breaſt told me of—lIt feels oddly to me 


Z 
L 
f 


it. 


Dare not wake it, | 
Shall I tauch it#—no, 88 no! (retires.) 


I. 
Cymon, thou 7 

fore thou ard "AA 

is panting fo, 


Pm fad and „ fel and well, & 
What 898 
Makes me thus—heighs ! beigbo. 


Lull it with thy potent charms. 
J. a turtle, doom d to ffray, | 


young the parent's 5 


Sorrow knows not where to ref. 


[Sylvia wakes 7 | ber ri 

— — 
gently, pulling off bis cap. 
i. (ſpeaking gently and ſuryrized.) Whe's 


that? 


Cyme. "Tis I. 


(boweng and heftig.) 


Hl. What's your name? 
Cym. 


What do 

Sy]. What do you wan, young Man? 

Hl. What ave you deing there? 

Cym. Looking at you there. 

Sy. What a pretty creature it is. 2 
(.) 


Om. What eyes it has! 

$yl. You don't intend me any harm? 
Cym. Not I, indeed'—I wiſh you don't do me 
fore. Are you « fairy, pray? 
Hl. No— I am a poor harmleſs ſhepherdeſs. 
Cym. I don't know that—You have bewitch'd 
me, I believe. 


H. 


CY M ON. 
I have not; and if it was in my 
n you, I'm ſure it is not in my incling- 
ture, I would truſt you to do any thing 


f 


f 


fl," 


-- 


3 
1142 


£ 
; 


5 


L 


7 


: 
th 


78 
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© 


- 


: 
J 


but wiſh as I do, all the en- 
could not hinder us from 


ei 
1621 
II 


. 
Fel 
2 


I 
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g 
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ji 
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115 
> os 
1 
1 
Fi 
1 
[ 


Sylvia. 


ns 
i 

2 

, 
12 
z 
11 


— 
one , 
will 


i . . it, ſweet 


C Y MON. 


_—  - 
, $CENE ere Urganda's Palace. 


Enter Urganda and Fatims. 


OE PO Fee he bas mo folkngs bur th. | 
Fat. He has no feelings but thoſe of hun- 
erz when that — is be fog, 
Urg. Indeed,. — his.i aſtoniſhes 
and diſtracts me.---I have —— — 
overcome it ; I have run all dangers to make an im- 


— him up for you. If 
n of you, as ten to one 

will, Fü tep in his way, he may be glad of the 
2 A change, 


2 
Wee bee 
vel be inviſible, that I may obſerve his 
[ Urganda waves ber wand, and retires with Fu 


Euter Cymon, bugging @ noſegay. 
m. Oh my dear, ſweet, ** 
To ſee "hoe, 6 e eee — wer 
ay will make Urganda and hef * 


3 * What does he ſay? 
Urg. Huſh, huſh !. all tranſport, and about me; 
What a change is this 
AI poſſe fs 


iT 


Cym. With this I-can want for nothing 
thing with this.---My mind and 383 
:. I feel---L know not 2 
that delights, and every pa eats” Ave gx 
RR nn ow IT 
neſs.---Oh, the dear, dear noſegay, and the dear, 
dear giver of it? 

. Urg. The dear, dear giver.-Mind that, Fatima! 
What heavenly eloquence! - Here's a change of 
| heart and mind !---heigho!--- | 
| Fat. Fra all — 2 dream |-—but is 
ddt your noſegay? 
Urg Mine! an you doubt it? 
| G 8h Pm near- 
has pot a beauty that is not brought ta 
ming. by theſe fowers.---This the colour of her hair 
oor noo by crore 

her li 


28 CYM ON. 


found em. 
Urg,_O Fatima! I never was proud of my power, 
or vain of my » tall this ing moment! 
Char. Where hall I put it? Where ſhall I con- 
oral it from e 
next u heart, all the day ; and at night, I will put 
it upon my pillow, and talk to it---and figh to it 
and fwear to it, and ſleep by it---and kiſs it for ever 
and ever. 


II charmer I ſee; 
i Pl feb, and careſs thee, 
PH tifs thee, and preſs thee, 
Thus, thur, ts my boſom for ever, and cer. 


_ Pit.” Tis pity to ende moment you have 


—— — | — p—— 


———— n 


Fat. See it by off. ane; e hy. 
reaſons. 


Urg. That which I gave — ab, 
- -< aw Enn _ I 


* ( e- 
Urg. I muſt ſee it, „ therefore 


delay you cannot have the love * wo have 


but * and refuſe me. 118 


the. Don't provoke me—I will fee . or 6. 
2 


ä es is here about nothing! Now 
tis 

bolds the naſegay at a diſtance. Urgaida and / 
r | 
Pat. I was right. 

Urg. And I am miſerable! _ * | 
22 Have you ſeen it enough? Fay 
r 


- 


That is not mine, Cymon. 


m. No- tis mine. a 1 
-Who Oy | 

_ Urg. What or female ? _ 
1437 & 75. aan 


Om. La! how can I tell? 


Fat. Finely improved indeed |—a g. 
Urg. I mult diflemble. ( afpde. ) 


PR 


þ <0 CY MO N. 


1 . yight 10 give it away, or | 
| F SWEay . | | J. | 
Chas Thdeud, bur 1 did noe—l1 pave it for 

2 fo and ae er 

would not ve you. 1 


— 


duve you talk to me fo? I would have 
know, the is neither » nor vulgar. 


man, or a philoſopher. 
. Tit ley ten to one of 'the woman, in matters 
Fibb ame. 


72% 


iba ANY | In. 
27 2 1 


| > * | 4 4 


part; 
Now pants again with all ber fears, 
And drowns ber rage in tears. 


SCENE, Dorcs's Cottage. 
nn noſegey in ber 


Nev poiſon, nor we: d here, eur gb ts warm; 


EST MON. 

+ gore] look wpon this noſegay; the mate L 
fu 
Zu aun vows, and received this 


- my poor heart ſlutters ĩn my breaſt Now I dread 
16 loſe him, — and now. again think him mine for. 
ever | 
AIX. 
Let fmiles of content ſhew our rapture within: 
| This love bas fo rair'd me, ] now tread in air? 
He's ſure ſent from Heav'n to lighten my care? 


longer deſpair, 
He's fure ſent from Heav'n to lighten my care! 


F 
| 


'your's woul ] —— 

juſtice berſelf, unleſs ſhe was deaf as well as blind. 

yl. I hope you did not overhear me, Linco? 

n. O, but I did tho and, notwithſtanding 1 
deputy of e 


CY M ON. 33 

PU traſt myſelf with and face my ene- 

i they ore —— 

1 — child)—Who wilke 
with you Sylvia? 


Lin. Now ſhall we be flop'd by this old 
Dre 22 


*%, 
= -. 


ee 


ri 


[n 
we | Gilficulties myſelf, 
de | than : wh 
nd Lin. We ſhall 
re can get there? 

' thi. You may 
at cence, and Linco's 


1 
2 


CF MO VN 
rr 


loud. 
"Doo. Well, well—T will —=— 


A EE ORE) Wie ned 


r es Sy nnn 
es, *twill be a woeful 
. Well. ways with Lineo 


Cor me Welt wk go U prepare thy din- 
32333 78 bike my honeſt kinſman 
n — with before 
Li. We be can make 
the pot boil. Sig TEN 

Dor. Before what! 
Lim. We will be with you, before you can make 


in ſhiekd þ nj ann of nid Hyd 
creature that ever bleſt old age—What a comfort 
F have to with for i in this world, 


Der. 


But now ace, Fad ond oe 
27 Wheat can a woman do 
Nees what can @ woman do 7 


| For men are truly, 
So uaruly, 
eee 


th. Ai. ˙ ²äAw rt Santo a _ 


- FA PEO EE ECT. 


: 
— 
= 


(kiſſes ber band.) Vl ſend ber packing this very 
2d Shep. 1 vow your worſhip is too good to me. 


But all was faith, and laue; 
VN. what can @ woman de ? 
For men are truly, 


80 , 
1 —— Exit. 


SCEN E. the Magifrete's Houſe. 


Lal your Honour. ( 7. 

ou have charm'd me, : and I can 
nothing---another chaſte falute---"tis a 
cordial—( kifſes ber band.) Well, what 


Dor. 


| Hall I do with this Sylvia, this firanger, this bag- 


» that has affronted thee ? Fil fend her where 
ſhall never vex thee again—an impudent wicked! 


for thee—P!l fend her 


Der. Nothing's tos good 


off directly. Donꝰt fret and teaſe thyſelf about her 
—po ſhe. ſhall, and ſpeedily too.---] bave ſent my 


deputy 


"FEES 
br A Een fot 
44 


ND to a round dimple 
| — — — 


2 3 fooliſh ſong, and you's 


. friend of mine ; Sylvia can 
Lin. My ears have been feated,that's mods can | 
6 CANSANINEY 2 


N * * 
\ . 
2 4 > 


* 


— 


ber 
Lis. _ _— What 


in your 7? 
worſhip } 


B CY MON 

nn 

en Hm, dm! I 
told, young : 


Dor. Where is the old woman, Dorcas, they told 
me of? Did not I order you to bring her before me? 
Lia. The good old woman is fo deaf, and your 
reverence a litile thick of hearing, I thought the bu- 
— ogra oaenetran better done by the young 

Dor. Wha thinki Y 

tat ng again— x oung 

herdefs, I EN ogoie—Y's mode 
pleaſes me. (Afde. What is the reaſon, I ſay: 
lem! ---that---that I hear---She has very fine 
features. [ Afede, and turning from ber. 

I. Speak, ſpeak, Sylvia, and the buſineſs i 0 
done. 


Dor. Is not your name Sylvia ? | 
' Lin. Yes, your honour, ber name is Sylvia. 
Dor. I don't aſk you--- What is your name? look 
-up and tell mie, 
. Sylvia! [Sighs and curtfies. 
| hat a ſweet e has! 
() What can be the reaſon, Sylvia---that--- 
err difarms my anger. [Afide. 
Lin. Now is your time, ſpeak to bis reverence. 
-: Dor: Dow'r r the” 
y Priſoner! Am I priſoner then ? | 


Dor. — . ie pred. 122 
1 don'r know what to fay to ber. 9 


* 


. * « , . ; " 
* * — 


1 


Hl. What is my crime? FC 
X np rn dbey _ | 
Dor. Hold your peace--- Why don't vp 
i» iapiice if you — (Sylvia Jobs ot Do- 
rus with great modeſty.) I can't ſtand it---ſhe has 
turn'd my anger, my juſtice, and my whole ſcheme, 
topſy- turvy Reach me a chair, Linco. 

Lin. One fweet ſong, Sylvia, before his reverence 
gives ſentence. [ Reaches a chair for Dorus. 

Dor. No finging, her looks have done too much 


Lin. Only to foften your rigour. 
Sylvia fings. 
AIX. 
Frem duty if the ſbepherd firay, 
And leave vis flocks to feed, 
be wolf will ſeize the barmleſs prey, 
innocence will lied. 
II. 
| In me a barmlcſs lamb behold, 
| Oppreft with ev*ry fear; 
O guard, good ſhepherd, guard your feld, 
Fer wicked welves are near. [ Kneels. 
Dor. I'll guard thee, and fold thee too, my lamb- 
kin—ard they ſhan't hurt thee— This is a melting 
ditty indeed! Riſe, riſe, my Sylvia. 


[Embraces ber. 
Enter Second Shepherdeſs., 
Dorus and ſbe flart at ſecing each other. 
taking leave of her 


you drive her out of the country? 


24 Sbep. Is reverence 
before — 4 
Dor. 


H —and 
and prote c you my ſelf.— and do every 


| thing myſelf 
I profeſs ſhe has bewitch'd me I am all agita- 


tion—Pll call upon to-morrow—perhaps to- 
night—perhaps m 42 hour— Take care of her, 
Linco—fhe has bewitch'd me, and I ſhall loſe my 
wits if I look on her any longer —Oh! the ſweet, 
lovely, delightful creature ! 

Lin. — 4 whi pe — — 2 Sylvia — 
Juſtice has taken up the {word and ſcales again, and 
your rivals ſhall cry their eyes out The day's our 
own. 


A I R. 
Sing digh derry derry, 
T be day is our own, 
Be wiſe and be merry, 
Let forrow alone ; 
Alter your tone, 
. 
wiſe | 
The day is our own. * [ZExeunt. 


ACT 


.. 
—T 2 


| 
| 


CY MO N. 


ACT Iv. : 

SCENE, an old Coftle. 
Enter Un GanDa greatly agitated. _ 
Urg. , loft Urganda Nothing can con- 


The beating tempeſt of my reſtleſs ſoul! 
While I prepare, in this dark witching hour, 


1 | 
and miſchiefs thro the poiſon'd air, 
— give me vengeance to appeaſe deſpair! 

Chorus —( underground) We come, we come, we 
* come! (She waves ber wand, and the coftle 


vaniſbes.) 


The firſt Demon of Revenge ariſes. 
| A F R. 
While mortals charm their cares in fleep, 
And Demons bowl below, 
Urganda calls us from the deep 
Ariſe ye ſons of woe! 
ver buſy, ever 


All tbeſe borrid filling, | 
1 8 
AS OE —— OST OO) 

come | 
Demon ariſe and perform their rites. 
Then Exeunt, with Urganda af their bead. 
SCENE, the Country. 


Enter Lixco, drawing in DAMON and DORILAS. 
Lin. Nay, nay, „ 
by the lark you are early ſtirrers—has not that 
i jealouſy ſtung you up to this fame miſchief y 
mee upon? 


will ſay to him ? | 
b what | have faid to you; an honeſt 
ing fellow, like myfelf, don't mind a 
gh I hould raife hi 


1 de 
e idr 75 


ö heaven bleſs them Þ 
BE, - A 
Der. Was there ever ſuch infolence! Come back, 


in. Conſcience? confrience} ——— old 
faſhion'd excuſe, but a true one---F cannot find in 

heart to diſturb two fweet young creatures--— 
as heaven has put together, I will not 


w divide; twould be a crying ſin Fu go home 
2gam. beg.) 

Der. You are a ſcandal to your place, and you 
— vo longer; Fi as = fo yew 


. 
17 
f 
1 
2 
: 
8 


Y 


II 


Ly 


Lis. 
1 thank 


I 8 . 
Near ewoy'd the j99* of « neightour-- 


'C Y M o N, 
. 
1 lengh devs the dey, 
SCENE, another Part of the Country. 
Enter Farina. | 
Truly a very miſchievous errand I am 
ſent am to fellow 
| yp par — iS fooliſh nei 
| ther, for he is fo much improved of late, we 
| ſhrewdly ſuſpect that he muſt have ſome female to 
eren his intellefs— For love, among many other 
ö firange things, can make fools of wits, and wits of 
fook. I faw our pertridge run before me, 
and take cover hereabouts; I muſt make no node, 
co beſides, I hate to diſturb 
things i pairing time. 
2 ” [Looks thro” the buſhes. 
Eater Merlin. 
Mer. I ſhall 


c » l I muſt torment her a 
little for her females muſt fee] much to 
be made juſt and reaſonable creatures. | 
| Fatima thro” bkuſdes. 
There they are—our fool has made no bad choice 
a very pretty couple! and will 


poor s heart ach. 
Mer. hall re inge yours a little before we part. 


Well faid Cywon! upon your knees to her | 
for my pocket-book, that I may exaQtly deſcribe 
rival of ours; ſhe is much too handſome to live 

long, ſhe will be either burnt alive, thrown to wild 
beaſts, or ſhut up in the black tower—the greateſt 

mercy ſhe can have will be to let her take her choice. 
Taler out a pocket-beok. 


thou evil coun- 


Fat. 
now 
this 


46 CYMON. 

Fatima, writing in ber book. | 

She is of a good beight, about my fize—a fine 
eatures—charming 


ſhape, delicate f hair heav'nly 
eyes; not unlike my own---with fuch a fweet ſmile! 
She muſt be burnt alive! yes, yes, ſhe muſt be burnt 


alive. 
taps ber vpan 


[Merlin 
Fa. Who's there ! bleſs me }--- No body -I 
proteſt it arid me. I muſt finiſh my picture. 
[Writes on. 
[ Merlin waves bis wand ver ber bead. 
Now let me fee what I have written.---Bleſs me, 
what's here! all the letters are as red as blood 
a n 
trembles.) Urganda bas a ſhameful paſſion for C 
mon, C a moſs virtuous one for Sylvia; 
Fatima, wild beaſts, the black tower, and 
Lve are too goed for ber. ( the book.) | have 
rot power to ſtir a ſtep---I knew what would come 
of affronting that devil Merlin. [Merlin ig viſible. 
Mer. True, Fatima, and | am here at your . 
vice. 
Fat. O moſt magnanimous Merlin! don't ſet 
your wit to a poor fooliſh weak woman. 

M:r. Why then will a fooliſh weak woman ſet 
ber wit tome? But we will be better friends for the 
future---Mark me, Fatima. [ Holds up bis wand. 

Fat. No conjuration, I beſeech your worſhip, and 
you ſhall do any thing with me. 

Mer. | want nathing of you but to hold your 


tongue. 
Fat. Wim nothing elſe content your fury ? 
Mer. Silence, babler. 
| -n I ara your own for ever, moſt merciful Mer- 
75 I am your own for ever- -O my poor tongue! 
F thought I never ſhould have wagg'd thee again 
What a dreadful thing it would be to be dumb? 


Mer. 


the ſhoulder with his wand. 


. 


1 
1 
— 
af 
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to protect you, or to injure 
— * rotettor againſt 
has leagu'd herielt with the demons of revenge--- 


CYMON &@ 
Mer. You ſee it is not in the power of Urgands - 


Cymon and Sylvia---I 
all her'#rts, tho” ſhe 


We have no power but what reſults from our virtue. 
Fat. I had rather loſe any thing than my ſpeech. 
Mer. As you profeſs yourſelf my frierd (for, with 
all my art, I cannot fee into a woman's mind) I 


vill ſhew my gratitude, and my power, by giving 


your tongue an additional accompiiſhment. 
Fat. What, ſhall I talk more than ever? 
Mer. (/miling.) That would be no ac 
ment, Fatima.—No, I mean that you ſhould talk 
rganda, ſhe will be 


and punctually. Every anfwer you give to 
d queſtions, muſt be confined to two words, 
Tes and No—I have done you a great favour, and 


don't perceive it. 

"Fae. Not very clearly indeed. [ Afode. 
Mer. Beware of encroaching a fingle-monoſyl- 
lable injunction; the moment another 

* you are dumb. Wy, A 
Fat. Heaven preferve me! what will becomeof me! 
Mer. Remember what I fay—as you obey or 
negle& me, you will be puniſhed, or re. 4 
Merlin flriter the ied, which opens and diſ- 
| covers bis dragons and chariot, which carry 
Farewell (bowing to ber.) Remember me, Fatima. 
_ Fat. | ſhalt never forget you, I am fure—What 
« polite devit it is—and what a woeful plight am I 
in? This confining my tongue to two words is much 
worſe than being quite dumb.---F had rather be 
ite in any thing than in my ſpeech---Heigho ! 
Abende was 2 tax opcn the tongue be- 
\ Wo... : A&A 


| IE ng _— 


| And the maiden : » 
es or No. 
/ 
Poor Fatima ! 
Stinted ſo, 
To Yes or No. 
II. 


Poor Fatima ! 

Stinted ſo, 

| To Yes or No. 

SCENE, Enter Cymon an 
n Toa mult not figh, my Sylvia-—lore like 


dun can have no bitter mingled with its fweets, I 
has 


me eyes, ears, and u g ; and 


has given 
till they forſake me, I muſt be Sylvia's. | 
St. And while Fo. qa. feb boat 


e.. that we are the care 
r „ 
Lb bub oige clas _ 


N 50 


—. — — 


irren re 


Sym | i | Dan. _ 


II. 
rom that it froſi-nift no rupture flow, 
run! 10 
What's life without paſſin wert paſſion of love? 


III. | 
ſeaſon be gay, 


The ſpring ſbou'd be warm, the 
Her birds and ber flowrets make bli 9 
Love bleſſes the cottage, and thro” the grove, - 
What's life without paſſion of love? 
Cm. Thus then I ſeize my treaſure, will proge&t 
it with my life, and will never reſign it, but to. 
heaven who gave it me. [Embraces ber. 
rr 


» and Dorus and 


| toy 
I. Ha! bleſs me! (farting. 
7 +2, 0 1 g 


[Cymon and Sylvia fand amaz'd and ofban'd. = 


> Devil. Your humble c_ medeſt 


— 


EDS who eds to obſerve 


the 1 but having peb- 
fiors difgrace yeur age and place, you 
neither do one nor the other. * 


Dor. | amaſtoniſh'd! What are you the fooliſh 
young fellow I have heard fo much of? 
Om. As ſure as you are the wicked old fellow 1 
have heard fo much of. 
Dor. Seize them both this inſtant. 
Sm. That is ſooner faid than done, Governor. 
As each on both ſides to ſeize them, 
l 1.25 £54 Puff from ene of 1 Def ber i, 
and beats them back.] 
Der, Fall on bim, but don't kill him, for I muſt 
make an example cf him. 
Om. In this cauſe I am myſelf an army; fee how 
the wretches ſtare, and cannot ſtir. 
AIX 


C Y M ON. 31 
1 R 


A R. 
a Come on, came en, 
A and to one, 
I dare you ts come on. 
The” u 5d and young, 
Love bas made me flaut and fireng x 
Has 2 te fall; 
il net ſuffer me 
Has d my heart, and rv — 
guard my precious all. 
| | Looking at 
* Come on, come on, &c. 
l. O Merlin, new befriend him 
Fre her rae ART Be 
ang mon drives off the party of 
"rr 
— 


Cymon is too fond of fighting 
1 mind his miſtreſsy 295 with her v6 Urgundt waly 
w 


Enter Shepherds, F 


Dam. (hobig bak) "Ti the devil of» fl 1 
how he has laid about Exit. 
Doril. There is no way but this to avoid him. 


Enter Cymon {in confuſion and out of breath.) | 
I have conquered, my Sylvia Where art thou ? 
---my life, my _Y 8 my all !---What, 
_—— from me !-—then l am conquer's in- 
[He runs off, and returns ſeveral times during the 
. ; 


F 2 A 


a C Y MO N. 


r. 


AIX. 
Term from me, torn 22 which 
4, death they wy 40 ber? 


Befor! PI f fel be ale ber 
The” | 14 in a ſpell, 


2 75 in my arms; 
' Fhen my vchour ſhall prove, 
Na magick 41e virtue, Lie Virtue and Love 


ACT V. SCENE, a Grate. 
Enter UxcanDa and Farina. 


E S! — No! — forbear this moc 
rn 1 
 triſling paſhon— heart's upon 
the — Lv not be . me 
know the worſt, and conceal it from 

me is not kindneſs, but the of cruelty— Why 
don't you peak? (Futime Peer ber d. Won't 


Urg. Wil you oy nothing but No? 


\ Hig. Dining, treacherous Fatima! — Have 

my rival ? 

71. Yes. 

Org- „N go on. 
as. 

r. This is not to be bene Was Cymon with 


Fe. Yes. 


 Urg. Are they in love with each other? 
- Fat: Yes! (fgbing.) 


Urg. Where did you ſee my rival? ¶ Fatima footer 
her bead.) Falſe, unkind, obſtinate Fatima 
„ 1 r Fal. | 


ing.) } 
= 
7 * 2 
—— 
80 


e un oN | 
ED nn 


= ik : 


Sylvi is faſe l . 
Dor. Yes; and I am fafe too, which Þ > 


i 


Aire 
5 


Ai ; 


2 A hs ws 
Fr, Win 7 
bear t . gain the _ 
— 4 —.— 


1 


* —— 
* 


. ond, and the Black Tower 
, Open the gates. and incloſe ber inſolence 


Tam ready. [Smiling at Urganda.} 
A I R. | 


No terrors can confound me ;. 


Urg. Let me no more be tormented with her ; 
rr 
tawer ſon ever! [T bey put a in wer.] 
Now let Merlin releaſe you if he can. 1 

L 


Mancn. Enter the 
X. orders of Chevalry, with Inchanters, &c. 


E 
* 
* 
F 
* 
3 
t 
b 
e 
f 
J 
d 
f 
4 
[ 1m not had 10 all you) your depo Lge 
b but a to gi --- As we 
* —_— —— 
to our paſt blots and errors. 
: Der. No more we will, Linco No retroſpec- 
e - hon, 
Lin. I meant to oblige. your ip in the pro- 
4 1 I hall ever — fakjets ig 
L deputy. Gn 
6 | 


| © Quited in the repreſantation... 


. we ma be fare 0 get of a, 
let us drive him quite away with a little 


Pes Lest 1 


. ed for 

ieee Hill be ſeen band in band, 
is turf, and again bleſs the land. |} 

Cm . Ln bleſſings bave open d their 

are, 

Fer Cyman with Sylvia can wiſh nothing more. 

Both. 1 Ln of bleſſings have open d their 


while virtuous and free. 


A Dane of Arche ers. 
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